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Nobody\'s Fool 


Author's Notes: 
First time writing anything for these bands, so | hope | did well and everyone enjoys it! 


Tom was getting to his wits end. Jon promised that things would be different this time. That he wouldn't be 
treated like a toy to be brought out only when he was fighting with Richie. Things had started well enough, Jon 
had surprised him in his room with a small candlelight dinner and hadn't mentioned the guitarist for most of 


the night, but of course, all good things had to come to an end. 

"Who could possibly be calling right now?" Tom angrily reached for the hotel phone only to have it snatched 
away from him by Jon who made a motion for him to be silent as he spoke to the person on the other end. 
He watched Jon speak cheerfully to the mystery person, but when he ended the conversation in hushed tones 
with "| love you" and "See you later babe" it erased all lingering doubts of who Jon was speaking to. 


Jon hung up the phone and eagerly turned back to Tom on the bed, "Now where were--" 


"So what did Richie want?" 


Tom was honestly curious about Jon's reply. Would he play innocent and act like Richie had called here by 
chance looking for him or would, as he so often did, flat out deny that it was Richie on the phone. Surprisingly, 


for once, he did neither. 


Jon sighed, turning his eyes away from Tom's as he focused on the wall in front of him. "He was wondering 


where | was. He'd forgotten earlier | told him | was coming by here to jam with you a little after the show." 


So thats why he was so at ease about being here tonight. Tom thought. Usually he barely focuses on anything but 


the clock when he's with me. 


"l'm sorry. | shouldn't have given him the number or let him interrupt us." He leaned in started placing slow, 
gentle kisses along Tom's neck. "I'm still here, so lets not let that ruin the night." 


Usually Tom would have forgiven Jon and go right along and enjoy what the other singer was doing to him, but 
he could feel that Jon's movements had quickened a little and even though he was behind him, he could tell he 
was glancing at the clock, trying to count the minutes before Richie possibly came looking for him. This time, 
instead of silent acceptance, Tom found himself getting angry. Angry at Jon for forcing him to play second to 
Richie and angry at himself for letting it happen. 


Tom shrugged Jon off and began gathering his clothes from the floor. "You should go. Your mind stopped being 
on us as soon as that phone rang." He began getting dressed and glanced back over at Jon "You know, It'd be 
really nice to know I'm not just wasting my time here." 

Tom felt the strong, slender arms wrap around his waist and remained still. "You're not wasting your time. | 
love you, you know that. It's one of the reasons | wanted you on this tour, so we wouldn't have to sneak 
around, It's just me and Richie have history. | can't just up and leave him." 

"Jon please just leave. Richie's waiting for you and | really don't want to argue right now." 


Jon frowned as he released Tom, "I'll make it up to you--" 


Having heard this same line since they started this little fling, Tom easily followed along. "You know that. | love 
you too much to just leave you hurting like this." 


The frown on his face deepened as he heard his words echoed back to him. He dressed silently and went to the 
door. "I'll see you after the show tomorrow?" 


When Tom didn't answer Jon took that moment to leave, letting the door click softly shut behind him. 


Tom sighed as he watched the door to his hotel room close. Not for the life of him could he figure out why 
he put up with this, so what if Jon helped them get signed, that didn't mean he had to become his piece of ass 
on the side. It hadn't started out that way, at least in the beginning Jon made a show of choosing him over 


Richie, now he didn't even try. 


Tom grabbed his guitar and sat back on his bed, strumming it absently. He had to do something. This situation 
wasn't fair to anyone, not to him, not to Richie, and least of all Jon. He kept replaying Jon's words in his head. 


l love you too much fo leave you hurting lke this. 
"Then why do you keep leaving." he muttered softly to himself. 


Tom didn't know how long he'd been sitting there, strumming the same chords, because he barely registered 


the sound of his door creaking open and a familiar voice calling his name. 

"Tom? Everything all right?" 

Eric's blonde mane appeared from the hall as he stepped in the room. Eric was the only one that knew about 
his relationship with Jon. He watched as Eric took in the room. The romantic dinner, the candles, but only one 
occupant. He heard the blonde sigh before he came and lay beside him on the bed. 

"He did it again didn't he?" 

The strumming never stopped, "You mean left me for Richie? Do you even have to ask?" 

Tom sighed as he felt Eric grasp his hand and take his guitar away. "Look at me Tom." He didn't move. The 
brunette's head hung and his bangs covered his eyes. Tom knew it hurt Eric when he got like this. The more 
Jon rejected him, the more he seemed to shrink back into himself, but he couldn't help it. He loved Jon and it 
wasn't easy to make those feelings disappear. 

"Why do you put yourself through this? You don't need him and you certainly don't owe him anything." 

He still didn't answer. How could he answer Eric's questions when he didn't know the answers himself. 

Eric sighed again. He knew the reason why Tom put up with Jon's crap. It was the same reason he would come 
and console his friend after Jon would leave for Richie. He loved him. If could make Tom see that there was 
someone who loved him as much as he loved Jon, maybe then he could finally stop feeling so sad and get back 
to his usual self. 

| can't do this anymore." Tom muttered softly. "I don't want to do this anymore." 

Eric's eyes widened at the statement. He was used to Tom making excuses for Jon, trying to convince Eric and 
himself that he wasn't just a piece of ass on the side for him. He was used to seeing the anger and sadness 


radiating from Tom as he poured his heart out to Eric, but this, the way he said this just sounded final. 


Eric sat up and wrapped his arm Tom's shoulders, pulling the singer to his chest. "Then tell him that. You're 


my best friend, my partner in crime. You know I'll be with you on this.” 


Eric smiled when he felt Tom's arms loosely return the embrace. "Thank you. | should know by now you're 


always going have my back" He paused and whispered something so softly that he could barely hear it. 
"What did you say?" Eric asked curiously. 


"Would you mind staying here? | don't really want to be alone tonight." Especially since that's how this whole thing 
with Jon started in the first place. He finished in his head. 


Eric smile grew and he nodded at the request as he pulled the singer closer to him. "Of course. Whatever you 


want Tommy." 


They awoke that way. Eric resting against the head of his bed and Tom still resting on his chest. The singer 


was the first to wake, groggily looking around the room as the memories of last night came back to him. 


Him and Jon fighting and Eric coming to comfort him. Tom couldn't help but smile as he thought of the blonde 
bassist. Eric had always had his back no matter what. He was always there when he needed him and that made 
him remember who had caused him to need comfort to begin with. 


Jon. 


Tom's heart ached at the thought of the other man. He did love Jon, obviously more than Jon loved him, If he 
loved him at all to begin with. Jon only wanted him when Richie didn't. He also knew he couldn't place all the 
blame on Jon. At first he may have been with Jon out of gratitude, but that soon quickly changed. Jon had 
this way of making you fall for him before you could realize it yourself. He may have helped them hit it big, 
but Tom finally realized that whatever debt he felt he owed to him had been paid in full and then some. 


He was done being used, and tonight during the concert he was going to make sure Jon knew it. 


Tom sat silently in Cinderella's dressing room at the arena. The rest of the day passed quickly between 
rehearsals, sound checks and the all around madness that came from working a concert for a tour this big. 
The rest of the guys had left, still pumping themselves up for the show. The door opened and Tom felt strong 
arms wrap around his shoulders. When he looked in the mirror, he saw Jon's blue eyes staring back at him and 


he forced a smile on his face. 

"Came to wish me luck?" he asked jokingly. 

Tom could see Jon relax slightly, obviously happy that he wasn't still angry about the previous night. "It's not 
like you need it. You've been doing great out there. | just wanted to come see you and apologize again and 


maybe ask if | would see you tonight?" 


"Of course. | just want to forget about last night" Tom said softly before turning to Jon and smiling happily. 


‘I'm glad you're here actually. | want you to listen to our set. There's something new we're doing and | want 


you to hear it. It's especially for you Jon" 
"Really babe? | can't wait. I'm sure itll be amazing." 


As Jon leaned in for another kiss, Eric stuck his head in through the door, causing them to jump apart quickly. 


"We're on in five Tommy." 


With one final kiss from Jon, Tom headed out to the stage. Nervous and eager at the same time. He needed to 


do this. 

"Are you ready?" Eric asked as they walked out on stage. 

"Ready as I'll ever be." 

"You know I'm not talking about the show." 

Tom turned to him, giving a small but genuine smile as he grabbed the mic. "I know." 


Through every song they played that night, he could barely focus, all he could think about is what he had 
planned for the finale. When it came time for the encore, he grabbed his guitar and took his place at the mic. 


Right as he heard the opening chords to Somebody Save Me, he hesitated He began to wonder if he was doing 
the right thing. This was the only way he could think of to make Jon really understand they were through, but 


he was beginning to wonder if he was being too rash, and if his anger as the spurned lover was taking control. 


His doubts were beginning to win him over and as he leaned into the microphone to begin singing, he thought of 


Jon's words that had brought him to this point. 

l love you to much to leave you hurting like this. 

His resolve firmly intact, he raised his arm and signaled the guys to stop playing. Ignoring the confused looks 
from his band mates, he began to speak "I want to do a little something different tonight." He shouted to the 
cheering crowd. "| have a song | want to dedicate." 

He began playing the opening chords to Nobody's Fool. As the rest of the guys began to play, he started to 
speak again "This is for anyone who's ever been played like a fool by someone they love." He glanced over at 
the side of the stage where he saw Jon watching in confusion. 


| count the fallen tears, they fall before my eyes." 


As he sang, he couldn't help but steal glances at Jon to watch his reaction. He'd gone from confused, to sad, to 
flat out pissed. Richie had come to his side and was vainly attempting to calm him down. 


When the song was done and he walked off stage, Tom felt relieved. He didn't care what Jon may do after 
what he did. He was just happy they were over. He smiled as he walked passed a seething Jon and a clueless 


Richie. Jon broke away from his lover and followed Tom. 
"What was was that about?!" Jon shouted as he slammed the dressing room door behind him. 
"Was | really not clear? We're through. Go back to Richie." 


Jon quickly crossed the room and spun Tom around to face him, pinning him against one of the vanity tables. 


"Wait! Please! Can't we talk about this? | lo--" 
"No you don't! I'm done talking!" Tom pushed his way passed Jon and headed for the door. "I'm done with you." 


He watched the dejected look on the other man's face and thought for a moment that maybe Jon had loved 
him, but it was too late for any of those thoughts now. He didn't regret what he had done. He was free now 
and happier than he had been in months. He glanced back, as Jon stood frozen in the middle of the dressing 
room, looking everywhere but at him. 


He wanted one last word. He wanted to say this directly to Jon, not to a crowd and hoping the other man was 
listening. When Jon's eyes finally met his, the four words he had wanted to say to Jon since the day it became 


obvious Jon didn’t love him finally fell from his lips. 


"l'm not your fool" 


